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upon it. Her heavy breathing when she
leaned across to pull a card out of the dummy
hand was far from breaking the silence; it
emphasized it. When she had won, as she
fairly often did, she relaxed into a smile at
her opponents; when she lost she also re-
laxed into a smile.

When Mr. Williams gathered a trick, he
seemed to swing his body clean over the table.
It was incredible that such a mighty move-
ment should end in four pieces of pasteboard.
The table at least was its due reward- Yet
the lamp stood there undisturbed, like an
engineer among the circling cranks of a steam-
ship, while he came forward, laughing, with
his trump.

" Not this time, Polly dear, if you don't
mind."

Mrs. Williams was silent. The landlord
winked at Boston.

This was the way to play cards, somnolently,
reposefully, irresponsibly. He remembered
playing Old Maid with his mother under just
such another lamp. But the shade was pink,
He could not remember what he felt then; it
was too long ago.

" You haven't got a trump, sir ? " said the
landlord.